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At the time the attack on the train be-
gan I was at my camp in Fort Gibson,
and on hearing the first rattle of musketry
I knew what it meant, as we were expect-
ing that the train would be attacked; so,
quickly saddling up my mule, I mounted
and struck out for the fight. After cross-
ing Grand River, I overtook Hugh Po-
land, Assistant Wagon Master of the 2d

Indian train, and we rode on together.
We had not got far from the bank of the
river when we met the 3d Wis. troops,
with the corpulent Maj. Stout in the lead,
coming in on a brisk trot, a long way
ahead of the leading teams of the train.
The brave Major looked scared, and I be-
lieve he was.

We soon began to meet the teams. The
teamsters probably takiung the fright con-
tagion from the ecavalry, seemed greatly
excited as they popped their whips and
yelled at their mules to hurry them along
as fast as possible,

They seemed astonished to think any
one should want to go in the direction we
were heading, one volunteering the ad-
vice to us,

“You feliers must be crazy! Better go
back! There's the very devil out there!
Train’s all eaptured but a few of us!
Prairie an’ woods is swarmin' with
rebels!” And as he trotted his team on
toward town others behind him offered us
similar kind warnings.

It was plain that these skinners were
badly scared, and so Hugh and 1 laughing-
ly thanked them for their good advice, but
concluded te go on and see the cireus.
As the teams went trotting by us I
noticed one teamster whose throat had
been cut by a bullet, but not seriously. as
he went jogging along, popping his whip
vigorously, holding his head well up, and
looking mighty serious, but wunable to
“cuss,” as the hole across his windpipe let
the air out before it reaclied the *“‘cussing”
point. I think I understand how much
mental anguish that fellow must have suf-
fered to find himself unable to say a word
at such a time; and what a relief to him
it would have been to be able to do a lit-
tle scientific swearing just then:

As we galloped on through the timber,
meeting excited and frightened teamsters
hurrying their teams along the road, some
warned us to go back to Fort Gibson;
others asked anxiously, “How far is it
to Fort Gibson,” but many had nothing
to say, but kept looking back over their
shoulders as if- to see if the rebels were
coming after them.

We heard some discharges of artillery
and concluded that Kauffman's howitzers
were introducing themselves to the enemy.
As we neared the edge of the prairie the
firing began to slacken, and as we were
still meeting teams coming hurrying along
the road, it seemed evident that the rebels
had not made a complete success of this
job, any way.

THE FIRST DEAD MAN

we came to was a 3d Wis. eavalryman,
lying in the edge of the road just where
he had fallen, with his legs sticking out
into the traek of the wagons, so that the
wheels had been running over his limbs
.and had nearly worn them off up to the
knees. ‘Thinking that he might still be
alive, Hugh and I dismounted. and lifting
him up earried him bac¢k from the road
a few steps and laid him behind a tree,
but on examination found he was dead.
After this we saw but few dead. and not
many wounded, as the fight had been secat-
tered over a large extent of ground.

Just as we reached the prairie we met
Col. “Shorty,” mounted on a mule, sur-
rounded by a lot of soldiers. Seeing me,
he ecalled out:

“See here, Peck, my riding mule's
played out. Won't you swap with me.
and let me have the one you're riding?”’

I agreed to exchange with him, but

when he came to notice that I was riding
“that blanke® Jim Lane mule,” he de-
elined my proffered kindness. He was di-
recting the firing of one of Kauffman's
howitzers, near by. A eluster of rebels
who had crossed the road and cut off part
of the train, and then been driven off to
the old military road farther east hy
“Shorty’s” men, wer'e now seen to he
gathering near a little house in the edge
of the timber about a Lalf mile away. and
“Shorty"” had directed Kauffman to drop
a shell among them. Zeke Proctor, a
long-haired half-breed Sergeant of the hat-
tery, sighted the piece, and succeeded in
dropping the shell right in the midst of
the rebel ecrowd. We found several
badly-torn dead rebels Iving near that
ecabin afterward, but the living wounded,
if any there were, had succeeded in get-
ting away.
» After cutting off a portion of the train
the rebels had rushed a number of the
wagons toward the Verdigris, but had
been finally whipped away from them by
“Shorty’s”” men.

Finding themselves defeated in every
direction, the now disecouraged enemy he-
came panicstricken, broke and fled in the
wildest econfusion aeross the Verdigris,
and then on through the timber in seat-
tered parties to the Arkansas and aeross
it. We followed them to the Arkansas,
occasionally getting near enough to a party
to pepper them enough to accelérate their
speed, now and then finding a dead rebel
along the route.

I don’t remember to have seen a living
wounded rebel or prisoner taken dnring
the whole affair, and don't think our am-
bulances brought in any such after the
fight. I think that probably, as the fight
was much scattered, our Indians, in re-
taliation for the brutal murdering of our
herders and pickets shortly before this,
when onr herds were ecaptured by the
rebels, had killed all the prisoners they
took and all the wounded they found.

One of our ambulances, while looking
up our wounded—ecarrying a red flag as
a signal of hospital service—was seized
by a party of rebels, with #s driver and
attendants, and carried off. This was a
gross breach of the rules of war, but
onr enemies in this part of the country
pay but little regard to the war usages of
civilized nations,

REBELS GO OFF IN A PANIC.

It was not a retreat that the rebels
made after the failure of their effort to
capture our train—they did not withdraw
from the field in any orderly or organized
shape—but on finding that their plans
had miscarried they seemed to become so
badly frightened and utterly demoralized
as to lose all semblance of organization,
and breaking up into small parties made
a panicky rush to get back to their
camp across the Arkansas—every fellow
for himself. Splitting up thus, they had
availed themselves of every road and cow-
path leading through the timber in the di-
rection of their camp; and at every nar-
row place or mudhole in the roads signs
of the mad scramble to escape were visi-
ble, such as hats, muskets, belts, cartridge-
boxes, haversacks, blankets, and even sad-
dles thrown away by the badly-frightened
rebels in their wild efforts to lighten them-
selves and outrun each other to escape
their pursuers.

In returning to the train through the
timbered bottom between the Arkansas
and Verdigris, I rode over several differ-
ent trails that the rebels had_followed in
their flight, and the same signs of the
frightened enemy’s mad rush were to be
seen on all. On reaching the road again
where the train had been attacked, we
found that nearly all the teams had gone
on into Fort Gibson. A few of them
Bad been run into ravines and disabled or

upset by the ““Johnnies” during the short
time they had held possession, or when
they realized that they would have to give
up the briefly-hield prizes.

In some instances the rebels had broken
open boxes in the wagons they had cap-
tured, and tried to do a little plundering,
but did not seem to have got away with
much. In connection with this attempt at
“looting” 1 saw a singular spectacle.

A PICTURE.

By the side of one wagon, the tongue
of which was broken, lay a bursted box
of hard bread; next to it a box of soldiers’
boots had been broken open, and along-
side- the box of boots lay a dead rebel,
with a bullet hole through his head from
one temple to the other. The fatal bullet
bad left him in the exact posture it had

This condition should make him more
prompt to encounter danger than the
teamster, who, occupying, as he does, the
position of a non-combatant, is not in a
condition to either fight, run, or even de-
fend himself.

I never knew a scare or stampede
among teamsters during the war but what
originated or was ecaused by a panie
among the soldiers. As long as the sol-
diers held their ground the teamsters
never thought of turning back; but as their
dependence for protection—and it often
proved a mighty poor dependence, too—
was in the soldier, when the skinner saw
the fighting man *“‘skedaddling™ to *save
his bacon,” of course the mulewhacker be-
came demoralized and easily persnaded
himself that there was a healthier locality
elsewhere.

PRIDE OF THE TEAMSTERS.

It is a peculiarity of the service that
each branch usually arrogates to itself
the credit of being the mainstay of the
Government. The infantry man will slur
aud belittle the cavalry; the cavalryman
will tell you that the *“dough boys'™ are
no good; and the artilleryman will inform
you with a swagger that he is the fellow
that decides battles: while the mule skin-
ner declares that they are all a lot of
cowardly blowhards, and modestly asks,
“Where would they get off, if it wasu't
for us?’ And no doubt the sutler thinks
that the prosecution of war without him
would be a dismal failure.

Such  good-natured *“joshing” does no
harm, if it does no good; but when a pro-
fessed chronicler of war history, who may
have been a soldier or officer in one
branch of the service, makes such charges
seriously against some other branch, it
looks as though said writer overestimates
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“ WITHOUT ASKING HIM TO LAY DOWN THE BOOTS, HE SHOT HIM.”

found him—with his fingers in the straps
of the boot which he had drawn half-way
on one foot, with leg bent, arms reaching
and fingers still tightly elasping the boot
straps. He had tumbled backward with
the half-booted foot sticking up in the
air, and as he lay thus with staring eyes
and open mouth, some grim joker had
given the ghastly tableau a Indicrous as-
pect by sticking the corner of a hard-tack
in the dead rebel’s open mouth.

Truly the poor fellow had needed a
new set of foot gear, for alongside of
him lay a badly worn-out pair of old shoes
that he had just cast off in order to fit
Liimself out with a new pair of boots; but
just as he had got one ahout half way on,
one of our Indians, Jim Rattlingourd (who
was gitting there on the box of hardtack,
unconcerinedly crunehing a eracker as lLe
told me abont it), suddenly came around
the hind end of the wagon, and without
even saying, “Drop that boot!” up with
his rifle and let the rebel have it.

As the tongue had been broken ont
of this wagon, the teamster had ridden
away on his saddle-mule to get help, af-
ter tying the other mules to the wagon
wheels, and had left Jim Rattlingourd in
charge of the outfit till he eould bring back
the necessary assistanee to repair the
wagon and bring it in to Gibson.

When Jim finished telling me about kill-
ing the rebel, Le looked at his late enciny
and remarked indifferently,

“Ain't he got a tarrapin grip on that
boot, thongh? Reckon he thought he'd
take it to the devil with him. Bnt 1
‘spect he'll find it warm "nough to go bare-
footed down thar.”

It is a singular faet, that I noticed other
instances of during the war, that men
who are killed instantly will often retain,
after death, the exact position in which
the grim messenger found them.

By-and-by the skinner got back, nceom-
panied by his boss, with another team
bringing an extra wagon tongue, with
which we soon replaced the broken oune,
and the team wag again strung out as good
a8 ever.

As we reloaded the broken boxes and
old tongue into the wagon, I asked Jim
Rattlingourd if he wanted to take bis
rebel friend along?

“Naw!” he answered with a disgusted
look at the corpse. “IHain't got no fur-
ther use fer Lim. That's good ’nough
place for a rebel. Kiotes'll take him
in purty soon. But he ean’'t have that
boot.” 8o saying he wrenched it away
from the dead man and tossed.it into the
wagon.

We =oon had all the disabled wagons
righted and repaired, and moved on into
Fort Gibson, reaching there about noon.

UNDESERVED SLURS AT TEAMSTERS.

Writers of war articles sometimes throw
underserved slurs at teamsters for show-
ing a tendeney to get to the rear when
their outfits were attacked or threatened.

When the different status of the sol-
dier and teamster i compared it will be
readily seen how unjust these reflections
on the skinner are.

A soldier, on going into action, is pre-
pared to either fight or run; a teamster,
encumbered by a wagon and six mules,
can not well do either. If he had all the
arms and eartridges he could ecarry, he
could not well make use of them at such
a time, for the team demands his whole
attention. Moreover, fighting is the sol-
dier's business, but not the teamster's.
He generally does what he is there for—
takes care of his team, and takes it to
a place of safety, or tries to, when danger
threatens,

My experience in these matters con-
vinces me that the mule skinner will aver-
age as well in pluck as the soldier. Hav-
ing myself served five years as a soldier
and several years as teamster and wagon
master, 1 think 1 ought to be a fairly
competent judge of the relative merits
and faults of each class. The two men
are generally made of about the same ma-
terial, but the difference in their duties
and responsibilities renders necessary a
different course of action in the face of
danger. 1 have known a number of them
to meet death or captivity by clinging to
their teams and trying to steer them out
of danger rather than abandon their ont-
fits and seek their own personal safety in
flight, when they could have probably
saved themselves by deoing so. They
seldom hesitate to go where ordered, al-
though danger may be apparent and they
may realize their helplessness or inability
to make a safe retreat in case of a reverse.

As I said before, the soldier goes into
action with little or no encumbrance, and
can either fight or run, according to cir-
cumstances; and in case he is defeated,
baving nothing but himself to take away,

he has a reasonable prospect of escape.

his own importancse as a factor in put-
ting down the rebellion, and is trying to
'Ijmild himself up by tearing someone else
owD. -

GETTING IN HAY.

Shortly after the attempt and failure
of the enemy to capture our supply train,
the rebels broke up their camp at Fort
Davis, across the Arkansas, and fell back
southward on the Texas road to a ecreek
called Honey Springs, about 22 miles
south of Fort Gibson,

Capt. Thomas, our Quartermaster, hav-
ing let a contract for cutting hay for the
post, and the retiring of the enemy mak-
ing it comparatively safe to do so, I moved
my train ont to the prairie north of Fort
Gibson, which was to be our hay field,
and established my eamp at an aban-
doned house called the *“Mosely place,” on
the bank of Grand River, about seven
miles from the Fort, and adjacent to the
hay makers’ camp, directly east of the
place where the rebels had recently at-
tacked our train. I made hay frames for
my wagons out of poles from the timber,
and set the teams to hauling the hay into
tiie Fort and stacking it, as fast as it was
cnt and cured. The military road, where
the supply train had been attacked by the
rebels, was two or three miles west of the
Mosely place, and between the road and
my camp lay our hay ground,

While engaged in hauling hay we got
word that another large supply train from
Fort Seott was coming to us. As it was
desirable to keep these large outfits from
camping and feeding up the grass on our
hay field, I procured a written order from
Col. Phillips to the eommanding officer of
the escort of the approaching train, direct-
ing him to turn off on the road that leads
to the bank of the Verdigris at the falls
(the rkame road that the former train was
traveling when attacked), and eamp the
outfit near the falls, so as to keep them
off our hay ground,

The written order was placed in an en-
velope, after being read to me, and ad-
dressed, “Capt. Conkey, 3d Wis, Cav.,
Commanding Supply Train,” and given to
me to earry out to the train.

I took the message with me to my eamp
that night, near the hay field, and next
morning rode across the prairie in time
to meet the head of the train at the point
for turning them off: but when I came to
feel in my pocket for Col. P’hillips’s letter
to hand to Capt. Conkey, T had lost it
As I was familiar with the contents of
the document, however, 1 told the Captain
what its' purport was, and as this was
the place to turn off, requested him to
have the train take the right hand road
and camp near the falls of the Verdigris,
in compliance with Col, Phillips's wishes.

This seemed satisfactory to Conkey, and
he turned the lead of the train into the
new road as desired and proceeded on,
while I waited on the roadside, as the
teams passed, to look up some old ae-
quaintances among the Wagon Masters
and teamsters, ]

I found my old friend Jeff Anthony
wias Brigade . Wagon Boss of the whole
outfit, and as he came along shortly after
I parted with Conkey he stopped to shake
hands and talk with me. 1 told him 1
had turned his outfit off on the road to
the falls, and mentioned the circumstance
of my cutting across the prairie from my
camp on Grand River and losing the let-
ter.

Jeff was always fond of a joke, and

now he thought he saw a chance to have
some fun at my expense, so pretending to
be in a hurry to get to the head of the
train he left me and galloped up till he
overtook Capt. Conkey, at the head of his
advance guard. In that brief time Jeff
had planned to have me arrested as a rebel
Spy.
Shakspere, I believe it is, who grays,
‘rifles light as air are, to the suspicious,
confirmations strong as proofs of IHoly
Writ."”

Approaching Conkey, Jeff ecalled oult,
“Hello, Captain! You're taking the
wrong road!”

“No,”"” Conkey explained. '“This is the
right road to the Verdigris Falls, and Col.
Phillips sent a messenger opt to direct us
to camp there.” And went on to tell Jeff
about my having had a written order
from Phillips, but had lost it, and hap-
pening to know the contents of the letter,
had told him of the Colonel's wishes that
the train should camp near the falls; all
of which Jeff listened to very seriously,
and when Conkey was through be said
in apparent deep concern,

“What? Was it that bushwhacking-
looking fellow dressed in buckskins and
riding”a mule who brought you the mes-
sage

4
“Yes,” answered the Captain. “Do you
know him?” i

(1L

“Never saw high Before; but Le's a hard-
looking cuss,” deelaged Jeff. Then after
seeming to ponder deeply, “Captain, this
whole affair looks mighty suspicious. This
is the road that the rebels waylay trains
on, the falls of the Verdigris is the very
place to do such a job, If that young
fellow in the bueckskins had been bring-
ing a message fram Col. Phillips, it seems
to me he would have come right along the
road from Gibson; but we all saw him
coming acress the prairie from toward
Grand River. And then his telling you
that he had lost T*hillips's letter iz an-
other suspicious: ciwenmstance. 1 just
glanced at the fellow as I passed him,
and it secemed to: me that he had a bad,
hangdog-looking evuntenance. The more I
think about it the more suspicious the
whole affuir looks. DBy George, Captain,
I wouldn’t be a bit surprised to find that
he's n rebel spy sent out here by old Stand
Waitie himself, to steer us right into their
clutehes.”

“Since yon mention it,” put in the Cap-
tain, “everything does look like its a put-
up job. And the fellow seemed so con-
fused, too, when he pretended he had lost
that letter.”

“I'd certainly arrest him, if I was you,”
added Jeff, “and keep a close wateh on
him t,ill we find out more about this busi-
ness,’

“I'l do it.” s=aid Conkey, excitedly.
“Here, Sergeant, take four men and go
back along the train and arrest that fel-
low in the buckskin clothes who said he
had brought me a message from Col.
P’hillips. Be sure yon disarm him, first
thing, and then bring him to me. Watch
him closely, and see that he don't drop
or swallow any papers he may have about
him. Keep a sharp lookout for him—
lie may be slipping away by this time.”

Jefl himself afterward gave me the fore-
going particulars of his and Conkey's con-
versation. Meantime, all unconscious of
the joke he was getting off on me, I was
sitting on my mule alongside the road, oc-
casionally shaking hands and chatting
with some old friend among the Wagon
Bosses as the teams rolled by, among otii-
ers mecting Bill Rickey, Bob Jenkins,
George Anderson and Frank Underwood—
all intimate friends, and the last named,
Underwood, a brother-in-law of mine.

While thus occupied I was rudely in-
terrupted by the aforesaid Sergeant and
his four cavalrymen surrounding me sud-
denly, and notifying me that he had been
gent to arrest me. 1 tried to persuade
him that there was some mistake, but he
would listen to no argument, and de-
manded roughly, holding his carbine in a
threatening position,

“Unbuckle your belt and hand over that
pistol.”

With which request 1 promptly com-
plied, and then asked him the cause of my
arrest,

“The Captain "Il tell you. We'll go see
him.” And we rode up to the head of
the colnimn. Just as we neared the head
of the train Jeff Anthony went galloping
back along the road, but on the opposite
side of the wagons from me. I thought
of calling to him to voueh for me, but he
seemed to be in snech a hurry that I con-
cluded to wait a while. 1 didn’t yet sus-
pect him of putting up sneh a joke on me.
On reaching (‘apt. Conkey’s presence 1
said to him, a little indignantly,

*“Captain, I've been arrested by vour or-
der, it seems. Will you please to inform
me why?"

“Young man,” he replied, rather loftily,
“the cirenmstances surrounding your pro-
fossed errand to me seem very suspicious,
on reflection, and umtil you ean give a
more satisfactory explanation of your
movements I shall have to hold you as a
prisoner.”

“Why, Captain, my errand is just what
I told you—to bring you an order from
Col. Phillips to take this road and eamp
near the Verdigris Falls, in order to save
the grass where our men are making
hﬂ_\'-"

“But,” he interrnpted, “Why did you
come fieross the prairie instead of coming
by the direct road fram Fort Gibson? and
how came you to lose the letter you claim
to have heen bringing me? and why is
Col. Phillips so particular to want me to
go to the falls? It all looks very strange,
8ir: very strange.” % ;

“What object do you suppose I eould
have in misdirecting you?’' I asked.
“What do you take me for?”

“A rebel spy, sir,” he replied, looking
at me very sternly.

I laughed outright at the ridieulous idea
of my being mistaken for a rebel spy,
when there were a number of ‘'men in the
outfit who had known me for some time.

0, that can be easily settled,” I said.
“There are several Wagon Masters here
who know me to he what I say I am—
Capt. Thomas’s Wagon Master from Fort
Gihson.”

“Wham do you know here in the train?”
he asked.

“Why, Jeff Anthony, Bob Jenkins, Bill
Rickey, and several other Wagon Bosses,”
I replied with confidence,

“You seem to have learned the names
of some of our Wagon Masters, but Jeff
Anthony just told me that he don’t know
you, and advised me to place you under
arrest as a suspicions character,”

I began to seo Jeff's hand in the whole
affair now, and langhingly tried to con-
vince the Captain that it was a practieal
Joke Anthony was playing on me; but he
conld not be made to believe it—the eir-
cumstantial - evidence was  too strong
againgt me. 1 then proposed to him to
send back in the train for some of the
Wagon Bosses that 1 was acquainted with.,
to get them to voueh for me. He agreed
to this and sent a man to request the pres-
¢nee of Anthony, Rickey and Jenkins at
my suggestion,

Jeff failed to ecome. The other two,
llowever, soon put in an appearance, but
they had heen posted by Jeff, and gave
me a <tony stare aml shook their heads
when I asked them if they knew me—
each lying raseal deelaring solemnly that
Lhe never saw me before.

Just then George Anderson and Frank
Underwood eame up, and although both
were old acquaintances and good friends
of mine, they, too, “gave me the marble
heart,” and in veply to my question An-
derson answered rather coldly.

“Yes, 1 know you.” And when asked
by Conkey,

“What do yon know ahout him?"

George replied hesitatingly, as thougzh
reluctant to tell all the evil he knew of
mne,

“Well, he used to he a scout, or some-
thing of the sort for 1ncle Sam, but about
a year ago le disappeared mysteriously
from Fort Scott, and we heard he had
gone over to the rebels. And that's the
last I know anything about him till
now."

Frank Underwood, my hrother-in-law,
loocked at me sourly and said in a jecring
tone,

“Guess you've.rup your head into a
halter this time, yospg fellow. I always
thought you'd be huug some day, and now
I guess you've got ta the end of your rope.
You know the /old saying about the
pitcher that goes:tog often to the well.”
And then turning ta Conkey he went on,
“He's one of the worst rascals in the rebel
army. Yon've dene a good job to take
him in, Caution yomy men to not ride too
close to him. He's ljuble to grab a pistol
or carbine from some of them and Lurt
somebody. It wonld be a good idea to
tie his hands behind him, and tie his feet
under his mule. T Fle tries to lnugh this
matter off, but den't.let him fool yon. You
ean call a dram-bead court-martial when
we get into eamp: apd I'll rustle up'the
evidence to hang diim. There's several men
here that knows all about his deviltey.
"Tnint best to try to keep him a prisoner,
for he'll get away sure. Better fix him
while you've got a sure thing on him.”

No one could possibly have guspected
from Frank's earnest looks and speech
that he was a relative and also a good
friend of mine. He and Anderson both
had evidently been *“seen” by Jeff, and
rehearsed in their respective parts. [ was
astonished to see what lies these fellows
could tell and look so serious about it.

Conkey was now convineed that he had
a clear case against me, and as we were
nearing the falls, he began making his
preparations to meet an attack, halting
for the train to close up, and preparing to
sthrow out skirmishers, sending runners
back to bring up most of the Indian con-
tingent from the rear; and in partienlar

r

giving orders to the Sergeant and men

who were guarding me that at the first
shot or appearance of rebels they were to
kill me instantly.

The joke was getting serions. Although
I tried to ridicule Conkey and his men,
and langhed at them for being scared ar
nothing, 1 had the laugh all to myself—
no one else seemed to see anything funpy
about it, unless it was Jeff and his gang
of conspiritors.

About that time if some man had fired
a shot from the bushes along the little
branch just aliead of us—which would be
a likely occurrence, as our Indians from
the fort were frequently out that way
hunting—it is more than probable that the
men who were guarding me would have
carried out their orders, and shot me be-
fore any further explanations could have
been made.

Renlizing that the sitnation was getting
serions the Wagon Dosses who had as-
sisted Jeff to place me in such an em-
barrassing position now rode rapidly back
along the train to tell Anthony that it
was about time to call the joke off.

Pretty soon the whole gang came gal-
loping up again, with Jeff in the lead,
who rushed up to me, langhing heartily,
shaking my hand and apologizing for hav-
ing “*scared me so bad,” as he said. I had
felt no uneasiness, however, except the
thought that a chance shot from some
straggling hunter might precipitate the ex-
ecution of my guards’ orders.

Jeff and the other boys seemed to en-
joy the joke hugely, and I joined in with
them in having a hearty laugh over it, as-
suring the boys that I had never known
before that they were such infernal liars.

It was Capt. Conkey’s turn now to get
mad. The affair had placed him in rather
a ridiculous light, he thought, and he did
not like it; but he promptly released me
from arrest, restored my belt aund pistol,
and advised me to turn my battery on
Jeff and his fellow conspirators, apologiz-
ing for his harsh treatinent of me, and
throwing the blame where it rightly be-
longed, on Anthony, who had to send back
to his mess wagon and bring out several
black bottles to pacify the crowd.

I never thought of entertaining any ani-
mosity toward Jeff for the trick he had
played me, for I knew him to be a whole-
souled, good fellow, and one of my best
friends. ]

By this train my wife’s brother, Al Col-
lins, had come along with Frank Under-
wood, and joining my train as an extra
hand remained with me.

(To be continued.)

THE FEAST OF THE WHALE.

An Incident of the Bocial Life Among the
Eskimos of Arctic Alaska.
(Century.)

The principal occupation of these Eski-
mos (of Arctic Alaska) during the Spring
is the hunting of the bow-head whale in
the leads, or open water, and among the
floe ice of the Arctic Ocean. The taking
of a whale is always a time of great re-
joicing with fhese people, for it means not
only an abundance of food and fuel, but a
large amount of valuable trading material.

After the whaling season is over, the
boats which have been used in the chase
are gathered on the leads between the pack
and shore ice, which is often some miles
from shore, at the foot of some road that
has been cut through the rough ice from
the land to the water. The most successful
boat's crew, with their umiak (a whaling
boat covered with skins), takes the lead,
followed by the other boats in the order
of their success. The harpoons, floats, pad-
dles and everything pertaining to the chase
of the whale are placed in their respective
positions, The umiak is then placed on a
flat ivory runnered sled and lashed firmly
in place. The owner, who is called omelic
(head man), stands on the ice at the right
hand side of the bow; the boat steerer
stands at the stern and the paddlers stand
at their respective places along the sides
of the boat. When all is ready, the omelie
gives the word to go forward, and each of
the erew slips over his shoulder a broad
breast strap of sealskin, which is attached
to a short line made fast to the thwarts of
the boat. When all is ready, the boat is
pulled forward a few lengths, and the next
boat in order goes through the same form,
moving on in its tarn, until all the umiaks
are strung out in a long line on the
gro:;nded ice, ready for their return to
land.

At a signal from the head boat. all move
forward, chanting weird songs of the good-
ness and power of the whale; for one of
the superstitions of these people is that
whenever working on any object to be used
in whaling, or doing anything connected
with whaling, they must constantly extol
the merits of this great animal.

Long before the boats reach shore the
entire population left in the village—men,
women, children and dogs—congregate on
the beach to welcome the homecomers.
When the first boat nears land it is hrought
to a halt a few feet from the shore line,
and its talisman, which is always carried
in a little pouch in the bow, and may be a
wolf’s head, the head of a raven, iron
pyrites or any odd thing. is lifted out by
the omelic and held in his right hand to-
ward the shore, where stands the chief
medicine man of the tribe, who pours over
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it a little fresh water to refresh it and
thank it for the benefits given, if the boat
has secured a whale; or, if the boat has
not been lucky, to appease any slight that
may have been put upon the talisinan, in
the hope that it will give them better luck
in the future.

After reaching shore, a day or possibly
two may be given for preparation, and then
the great feast begins. Each successful
boat owner, beginning with the one whose
boat secured the most whales, gives a feast,
to which he invites all -the members of the
tribe and any other people who may be in
the village. First a windbreak of umiaks,
sails or skins is built to act as a shelter
against the chilly blasts of the polar winds.
It is placed in the form of a large circle,
if enough material can be secured, in the
center of which a walrus hide is placed on
the ground; and to its four corners are
tied long ropes, which are passed over tri-
pods placed about twenty-five feet from the
skin. The ends of the ropes are then drawn
ticht, and made fast with stout stakes
driven into the ground, thus raising the
skin about four feet. The skin thus be-
comes a platform some eight or ten feet
square, which serves as a sort of movable
stage on which the young women dance.
The feast usually beging at the time
when the sun reaches a due western point,
about 6 o'clock in the afternoon; for dur-

the sun never sets, and being without time-
pieces, the Eskimos mark their time by the
position of the sun while it is visible, and
by the moon and stars when the sun has
gone for the long Arctic night. These
feasts sometimes last 24 hours.

0
THE EMPEROR OF SURAKARTA.

He Is Perhaps the Strangest and Oddest
Bovereign in the World.

(Century.)

There is an empire on this planet which
for strange originality might as well be
situated in Mars. It is governed by two
Emperors at the same time, and withal is
not larger than the State of Delaware.
Both Emperors reside in the same city,
each has his own resplendent court, enor-
mous revenues, armies, imperial chancel-
lors, Government officers and courts of
justice.

Only one of these Emperors is known to
the outside world, and he only to a slight
extent. The name and titles of the leading
one would easily fill a column ; his subjects,
1,000,000 in number, eall him the Susu-
hunan, and he himself modestly signs him-
self Pakoe Bowono X.—*Nail of the Uni-
verse, the Tenth.” In him his people
venerate not only their sovereign ruler, but
also their religious pontiff, placed so high
above them that none dares approach him
upright or cover him with a glance: his
state ministers, and even his own brothers,
crouch before him with folded bands as if
in prayer, and with downecast eyves. Yet
he is a powerless puppet in the hands of a
small European nation, and may not even
receive or dispatch a letter without previ-
ously submitting it to the Javan represen-
tative of the Dutch. He actually rules his
empire, every square inch of it, which he
calls his personal property: yet he may not
walk or ride outside the palace gates with-
out the former's permission. He keeps
thousands of troops at his own expense,
men with modern swords and rifles, Ama-
zons with ancient lances, bows and arrows ;
vet he is virtually a prisoner in his own
palace, the grounds of which cover nearly

a square mile, where there are hundreds of

ing the 80 days of Summer at Otkeavie |.

bunildings, the most sumptuous halls, luxuri
ons chambers and storerooms and s:ab‘lgs
with many thousands of attendants. Stili
he has no kitchen and mo cook, his ewnm
meals being sent to him daily from outside,
He is absolute master over all s people,
who depend for their livelihood entirely
upon him; vet he may not trust any of l'hl
men, and surrounds himself entirely with
women. Thousands of the latter are at his
beck and call: hundreds he calls his more
or less legitimate wives, who have borne
him many sons; vet he has no direct heir
to the throne, which is one of the oldest
and most eminent in Asia. !

This curious personage is his Majesty
the Emperor of Surakaria.

o> — —

An Ocean-Going Turbine Steamer.

The Allan Company has become so sate
isfied that the pecaliar difficaities of
adapting the turbine engine to tramsatlane
tic =ervice have been surmounted, that
Aug. 23 it launched the steamer Vietorian
at Belfast, Ireland. It is expected that
she will be ready for service hefore the
end of the vear. Rhe is 340 fewr long,
has 0 feet beam, and her depth is 40
feet 6 inches,

The Victorian is to be fitted in a most
luxurions manuver and is to carry 1,500
passengers.

A special arrangement has lwen dee
vised for the Vietorian’s mauachinery
whereby reversing power equal 1o that of
her forward propelling power can be im-
parted to it, securing the almost instant
arrest of the steamer’s forward motion
and speedy backing, in case it is needed.
Her propellers are three in number, each
on a separate length of shafting.

The Victorian will be fitted with =a
wireless telegraph apparatus and  will
ecarry a complete printing outfit hetween
decks. Her tonnage is abhout 12,000 and
she is expected to develop about 10,000
horse-power.

&

Mileage and Capitalization of Roads.

The total single-track railway mileage
in the United States on June 30, 1903,
was 207977.22 miles, having increased
09,005.37 miles in the year ending on that
date. This increase exceeds that of any
previous year since 1890. The 19 States
and Territories for -which an increase im
mileage exceeding 100 miles is shown_are
Arkansas, California, Georgia, Illinois,
Louisiana, Michigan, Minnesota, Mississip-
pi, Missouri, North Carolina, North Dako-
ta, Pennsyvlvania, Texas, Washington, Wesg
Virginia, Wisconsin, Indian Territory,\New
Mexico and Oklahoma.

Cure Your Own Eidney and Bladder Diseases
at Home at 2 8mall Cost.—One Who Did It
Gladly Tells You How.

Mr. A. 8. Hitcheock (Clothing Dealer),
Box D 87, East Hampton, Conu., wishes
us to tell our readers who are suffering
from any kiduey or bladder disease, that
if they will send their address to him he
will, without any charge whatsoever, di-
rect them to the perfect home cure he so
successfully used.

Knowing, as he so well does, the failure
of almost every other treatment in stub-
born ecases, he feels that hie ought to place
in the hands of every suffering man and
woman this simple, inexpensive and withal
positive means of restoring themselves to
health.

Our advice is to take advantage of this
most generous offer while you can do so
without cost.

1st.

new law.

for it. The pension

country.

THE LAW OF JUNE 27, 1800, AND TIIE NEW
“AGE” ORDER,

The laws of June 27, 1890, and May 9,
1900, provide for a pension, according to
degree of disability, from $0 to $12 per
month for any soldier of the War of the
Rebellion who served 90 days and was hon-
orably discharged.

The new “AGLE" Order simply says that
any claimant who has arrived at the age
of U2, or U5, or GS, or 70, is presumed with-
out further proof (and, inferentially, with-
out examination) to be suffering disability
sufficient to warrant $6 a month pension
at age of 62; §8 n month at age of 65; $10
a month at age of 68 and $12 a month ar
age of 70.

To Those Who Have Never Ap-
plied for Pension.
We urge upon these comrades that

it is their duty to apply. 1f many are so
well-to-do that they do not need it, they

can apply the money to help those who
do mneed it. Under this “AGE”
Order an appliention ean bhe made

that, in most cases, not involve ex-
amination, which probably removes a fsa-
inre that was objectiouable to many.

Write to R. W. Bhoppell, or The Nationai

roll is a roll of honor.

Tribune, Washington, D. C., and a proper
blank will be mailed you without cost.

TO0 GENERAL LAW PENSIONERS DRAWING
LESS TIIAN $12.

If under the law of June 27, 1890, as
construed by the New “AGE" Order, which
is given elsewhere, a pensioner will receive
an iucrease, he should write to L. W.
Shoppell. or The National Tribune, Wash-
ington, D. C., and a proper blank will be
mailed him without cost.

TO PENSIONERS UNDER THE ACT OF JUNE
27, 1890, WII0 ARE RECEIVING LESS TIAN
$12 PER MONTIL.

Read very carefully the new “AGE” Or-
der given in another column. If it allows
you more pension than you are now re-
ceiving, write to R. W. Shoppell, or The
National. Tribune. Washington, D. C.,
and a proper blank will be mailed you
without cost.

TO THOSFE WISHING TO ALLEGE MORE DIS-
ABILITY THAN 18 PRESCRIBED BY THE
“AGE” ORDER.

Under the “Age” Order it is assumed. if
the contrary does not appear. and all other
legnl nirements are properly met,
that a mmn; is half disabied for manual

Three Mistakes About Pensions.

It is a mistake for a pensioner to imagine that his interests, or
his widow’s interests, are prejudiced by giving up an old law pension and
taking a pension under the act of June 27, 1890, commonly known as the
If the “Age” Order (see elsewhere) allows more pension than
you are receiving under the old law, send to The National Tribune for a
‘blank application. This will in no wise prejudice your application, either
present or prospective, for a higher rate under the old law.

2d. So much has been written and printed recently about the “Age”
Order that some comrades may be under the misapprehension that it is
necessary for all to wait until they are 62 years of age before making
application. For those who enjoy good health and whose ability to earn
a support by manual labor is not impaired, this, indeced, is the case.
all others who have not reached 62, and who can show that present infirm-
ities partly or wholly incapacitate them for earning a support by manual
labor, should make application. Send to The National Tribune for a blank.

But

3d. It is a mistake for any man entitled to a pension not to apply

In years to come a man’s
posterity will be gratified to find this record proof of his service to his
A pension record is the best record of a man’s service.

All About the ¢‘Age’’ Order.

labor at the age of 62; two-thirds disabled
at the age of G5; five-sixths disabled at tbe
age_of 68, and wholly disabled at the age
of 70. If the claimant can not show that
be has greater disability at these respective
ages than is recited above, it is of no uss
for him to describe his ailments. It is &
disadvantage, in fact, because it will incur
the expense and delay of medical examina-
tion. If a claimant is in fair health for-
his age, it is useless to apply for more than
is allowed by the “age” order.

_ Any one, however, who is sure that he-
is more disabled than is allowed for by the-
"AGE”  Order should write to It. W.
Shoppell. or The Natioval Tribune, Wasb-
ington, D. C., and a proper blank will be-
nailed him withont cost. '

Widows.

Upon the death of your soldier h Z
apply for pension promptly. It is one of’
the provisions he Jeaves for your mainten=-
ance. In most cases the pension will com«
mence from date of application.
thing is lost by delay. Write to R. W,
Shoppell. or The National Tribune, Washs
ington, D. C., and a proper blank will be
mailed you without cost. 3




